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trail and go to the right and the left, then come back smiling.
What had they seen? A lemming's hole, and the lemming
maybe in it. We wait ten minutes. No, he is not there: we go
on. Or they see traces, droppings of a fox or a bird. Nothing
escapes them and their observation is incessant. For a stone that
is not in its normal position they will stop, murmur, discuss; and
then on they go with me behind.
When we stop for a breather, instead of resting and rolling a
cigarette, as I do, they are off exploring. The instinct of destruc-
tion drives them on. They find a couple of bird's eggs: there
must be a bird. The wife runs off to a nearby pool with a
•22 rifle and brings back a dead plover which they tear apart
with their hands and eat raw on the spot. They paddle in the
shallow waters, carefully lifting up stones under which tiny fish
are hidden, and in a moment they have caught a dozen of these
fish, the biggest as long as my hand. They eat them raw, and
the child cries out that he too wants a fish. The fish is too big
for him and it sticks out of his mouth, the tail flapping while he
tries to bite off the head. Quickly his mother runs to his rescue,
chews up the fish for him, and feeds it back to him, mouth to
mouth. She slakes his thirst in the same way while Utak sucks
an icicle as if it were a sherbet.
Trudging along, watching the play of these people, absorbed
by the charming picture of the mother's bird-like feeding of
the child, seeing the lad enthroned upon his father's pack, all
thought of the monotony of the landscape went out of my mind.
It came to me suddenly— and this discovery pre-occupied me
entirely — that here was unity, here was the eternal and primi-
tive family, the family of the Bible: father, mother, child, beasts
of burden, all composing one body with multiple heads. As the
Touaregs in the Sahara form with their dogs and camels and
children a wandering island of life in the desert, so these Eski-
mos3 in these barren immensities, kept themselves alive only by
virtue of their compact solidarity. They clung to one another
as if in constant fear that otherwise this single body might fall
apart. The wife trotted in the footsteps of the husband, though
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